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" In nomine Dei Deus," and at the same moment the bells of
all the Catholic churches in the world were set ringing as all
the bishops and priests turned from the altars and announced
to the world of believers. 'k Habemus Deum "

CHAPTER XX

ST   KILDA

ST. KILDA is a little island, practically nothing more than a
rock of pliocene tufa far to the west of the Hebrides. A few
stunted birches, a handful of heather and dry grass, flocks of
nesting seagulls and semi-arctic butterflies of the order Polyom-
matus are all that lives on this lost outpost of our hemisphere,
out amid the endless beating of the seas and the equally endless
procession of clouds for e\ er laden with rain For that matter,
St Kilda has always been uninhabited, is now, and will for
ever be so

Nevertheless it was there that His Majesty's ship Dmgon
dropped anchor, towards the end of autumn. Carpenters came
off the ship with timbers and planks, and by evening they had
built a large, low wooden house The next day upholsterers
arrived, bringing with them the finest and most comfortable
furniture On the third day stewards, cooks, and waiters
emerged from the depths of the ship and earned into the
building crockery, wine, preserves, and everything that civiliza-
tion has provided for rich, fastidious, and powerful men.

On the monung of the fourth day there arrived on H.M S
Edwin the English Premier, the Right Hon Sir W. O'Patter-
ney, half an hour later came the American Ambassador, Mr
Horatio Bumm;  and there followed him, each on a warship,
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